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MAN OF POWER A!
O human .creature has ever dev«lf\ | oped eo exactly in accordance with

l\. I his natural character as has James

IJ R. Keene. The man Is but an accentuatedtype of his youth, showing: no

marks of any struggle against his weaknessesor to make stronger his strength.
James Keene was a gambler born. Not

that he evinced the vice of gambling in
boyhood's e'ames of marbles, penny pitchingand the like, for I don't know whether
he did or not. That sort of gambling proclivitypervades every son of man and
frequently disappears when there are more
serious affairs to attract the attention. But
Mr. Keene had from his birth the mentalityand the spirit that, unless powerfully
curbed, must evolve the gamester in whom

V nature has implanted the irresistible love
V of chance.

He became a student gambler at an early
age. He studied chance as a student soldierstudies war and his study fascinated
him. Its subject treated of tangibility and
evanescence, of boldness and timidity, of
prudence and recklessness, of self-control
and maddened desperation. Here were no
sets of rules, no problems to be demonstratedconsecutively. The student found
all his quantities elusive and of necessity
to be instantly seized upon when they apparentlyfitted closely enough into each
other to be builded upon,

His Character Disclosed.
This Is not a biography of Mr. Keene.

In fact, I know nothing of the man's life
outside of my business associations with
him,- but these relations extended over
many years and brought me into such
close intimacy with him that perhaps his
character was more completely disclosed
to my eye than to that of many others
who knew him well.

I was a comparatively young man and
hut a few years in Wall street when a
fellow broker invited me to become one
of a blind pool in Chicago Gas. The offer
would certainly have been rejected had
not the broker said:."Mr. Keene has
heard of you and has personally suggestedthe opportunity to you. I think
that you will make money out of the

1 venture."
I , ( 1 was fl&ttered, and, in contrariety to myB best judgment, there agreed to become
B one of the pool. There was to be a conferenceof the members of the pool at

half-past three in the afternoon of that
H same day, but prior to that hour my

broker friend telephoned me that Mr.
Keene was at his (my friend's) office and

B would be pleased to see me there if I
B was at leisure. I went immediately.

The incidents connected with that pool
were so momentous and had such an
effect upon my thereafter career in the
Street that although I later had many
meetings with Mr. Keene this first interviewhas always stood out boldly in my

B memory.
When I entered my friend's office Mr.

B Keene \yas sitting on the lower end of a

B leather couch and near to the stock
B ticker, the stock tape between his fingers.

He half rose when I was presented to him
B and, without speaking, extended a hand

which was damp and limp.
At that time Mr- Keene's face and figure

showed but little of the nervous strain
which his business and manner of living

B imposed. His figure was fleshy enough.
but his method of carrying himself displayedvery little physical energy, and to

H one who knew the value of athletics it
H was very evident that Mr. Keene's

muscles were unused and flabby, strong,
very strong, was the expression of his

mt face, and I was immediately impressed
with his power. If his body exhibited listlessnesscertainly there was no lack of

B9 mental energy.H Mr. Keene flashed at me * single glance
when I had gripped his clammy hand;

B then his eyes fell again, upon the tape as
he resumed his seat on the edge of the
couch. Nevertheless, I felt that my photographhad been taken and that it was

being closely examined.
H The broker began to speak of a six

months London call on Louisville and
Nashville stock (then selling at 47 in the
home market, I remember). The price
seemed low to me, and I discussed the pos
sible profit in the call's purchase. Still
the eyes o-f the man on the couch were

H bent on the tape, and still, I could have
sworn, was my photograph under inspection.Could I be used in the gentleman's

I pretty game? Was there enough in me to
make worth while the bother? Where
might I be placed on the chess board?
Was I pawn, knight, bishop or castle?
"Well,' said the broker, "if you think the

call is cheap I'll buy ite with you on joint
account."
'Done," said I, and again turned toward

the man whom I had come especially to
meet, and whose look was now fixed upon
me, without any attempt to disguise his
endeavor to estimate me. He might as
well have voiced his conclusions as to
speak so plainly with his eyes, as follows:."Young,energetic, enthusiastic; a

M little soft yet. Shrewd? Well, may be, in
a way. Humph! We'll see."

Wf The Opening- Scrutiny.
"So you think the market good for a

P rise, do you?" said Mr. Keene to me.
"I didn't say so," I replied.
"No," said he, "but you bought the opHtion on Louisville.'
He invariably acted in accordance with

H his fixed opinions, never impulsively, and
gave every one else credit for doing the
same.
B "What do you think of gas?" he asked
me.
"I>on't think about it, at all," was my

answer. "Know nothing of it, and guessH m very few others do, except the insiders."
V f "And yet you are willing to go into a

pool on it?"
"Sure."
"How's that?"
"Because you are going to manage It."
T-Tis fapp ea.vs no sien of either satisfae-

Ltion or displeasure. He said:.
"This will be a bull pool of forty thousandshares. How much do you want

"I'll take a couple of thousand shares."
"M-m-m-m!" said he. "Better take three

thousand."
"AH right," said I, "I'll take three thousand."
I spent an hour or more with Mr. Keene

before leaving the office, and afterward reflectedwith the most extreme humiliation
that where he had spoken one word I had
spoken a thousand, and that my complete
pedigree, my place of residence, my habits,
even my pleasures and my vices were thoroughlyexposed to the view of the taciturn
but very amiable gentleman with whom I
had been talking.

I attended the half-past three conferenceof the pool that afternoon and was
much elated when Mr. Keene personally
introduced me to a number of the prominentmen in the street by simply saying,
'Blank, do you know ?" or "Blank, you
must meet never prefixing the Mr.
to my name.
The assembling of the members of the

pool was but for the purpose of subscriptionand allotment of the total number of
' shares, whiqh had been limited to forty

thousand, and the matter was apparently
of about as much moment as is the countingof a stack of chips to the poker player
when he takes his seat in the game, for
each member hurried from the room as
soon as he fulfilled the conditions that
were necessary, without any consultation
or suggestion as to what was to be done
by the pool's manager.
Probably every one is familiar with what

t constitutes a so-called pool in the stock
market. It consists of an agreement betweena given number of men to buy (or to

v sell) a given number of shares of stock for
the purpose of forcing up (or down) the
price of the stoc!: in order that the pool
may profit by the IVarKacticm. J.t is peldorg

AT EARLY1
fhe Noted Wall Street
no Was Associated
Chicago Deal.

ND MENTAL ENERGY
that a successful pool requires the purchase(or short sale) of the full amount
subscribed to toy the pool, tout each 'memberIs compelled to accept from (or to settle
with) the manager for his full or pro rata
share of the entire subscription whenever
such member shall be called upon to so do.
For Instance, my subscrlptiqn to the pool

just referred to was 3,000 shares, but the
proportion which I was compelled to accept
from Mr. Keene was but 1,400 shares (if I
recollect correctly), for when he had purchasedless than one-half the entire
amount subscribed by the pool he was in
a position to manipulate the market to the
pool's profit without buying any more
stock.
There are some other features or a blind

pool, however, with which many readers
may not bo familiar, and from a knowledgeof which they might well pray to be
forever kept unless they should wish to
lose their last shred of faith in human
nature. Let the reader mentally select
the vilest community of which he may
have ever read or heard and sort out from
its population the most debauched of its
inhabitants. Then he will have a crowd
of human beings infinitely superior to the
average members of a blind stock pool.
The pool is no sooner formed than each

of its members immediately sets about to
profit at the expense of his fellow members.If he is able to detect the purpose
of the manager in any manipulation he
immediately begins to operate for his own
account in such manner as often makes
the burden of the pool very heavy, and
at the same time materially lessens the
pool's profits. Now, also, is the time to
sfet afloat the vilest lies which may favor-

ablyaffect the interests of the individual i
member of the pool, but disastrously the v
interests of the pool as a body. s
And, to interpolate, the Wall street liar e

is the most astute liar to be found in the b
confines of the universe, his skill being n
necessitated by the exigencies of the big p
game. But to enumerate the criminal b
practices of the members of a pool would t
be to shame human nature. Suffice it to k
say that the pool^ as a whole, tries to en- ii
trap those speculators who are not of the ,

pool's membership, and the individual
*

members of the pool try to "do" each
other if "there is anything in it." n
It will be readily understood that the li

manager of a blind pool has all the other n
members thereof practically at his mercy, s

With the Pe

\
« *

Odds and Ends of Disorder
and Worthlessness GatheredUnder City Dumps.

a a * * ITH t*1® SivinS of the order that
\ \t F it talse germ laden chattels

Wciiiva uc^ai c, bailie tuc xxxob ivhu vv A-

edge to persons outside of official
circles that beneath the dumps
of the city there lives, eats and
sleeps a race of human beings.

Those who have been told to go into the
sunlight and to breathe uncontaminated
air are overcome with homesickness at
the thought, and with many grumblings
they are packing their dust covered trunks
and infected bedding.
"Why do they drive us away?" they

ask. "When our days work is done we
are too tired to go to any other home. The
mattresses we have are good, for did they
not belong to the wealthy? The food we
have was of the best. Let us stay where
we are happy."
Investigation of the conditions under

which the strange people dwell revealed j;
a state of affairs unsuspected in New
York, where many extremes of poverty a
and filth are known.
Attention was first called to the existence s

of the colonies which have settled beneath a
the stations where the city's waste is de- s
posited by members of the Citizens' Union, 7
who communicated with the Board of t
Health. Dr. Lederle sent a notification to 0
the Department of Street Cleaning that the a
habitations be abandoned before August
15, and the contractor who has charge of
the dump dwellers has notified them thev!*
must go. .

h
Under the guidance of T. Harry Shanton, d

Major Woodbury's chief of staff, I made a a
tour of these homes of the modern muck- ^
rakes. The one at Clinton street is con- r
sidered the worst in the city, although the
question of degree is scarcely worth de- 4
bating. There are thirteen dumps in all. s

and at each of these are employed thirty
to thirty-five men and boys. °

v
AS IXFETiNO OF FILTH.

In construction a city dump is like a
double decked pier with a runway or inclineleading from the ground to the upper J
floor. The carts are driven up the incline
and their contents are turned into the

scowsmoored alongside. The space beneaththe runway and the upper floor is an
inferno of filth divided by partitions. s
Life from the under side of a city dump o

has its seamy side. Here are gathered, h
odds and ends of disorder and worthless- n
ness from all the world, and amid the 1<
mass the Italians live, eat, sleep and labor. 1]
If they ever pine for air which bears no v

contagion and for the breath of cool v

nights laden with the scent of orange I
groves they give no sign. This is their a
life and all of it, existence composed of o
tin cans and rags and rusted metals. a
If there is a sun over head the dump f

!dwellers,do not see it, and if the breeze c

comes fresh and salt from the sea they a
r\n\r nn Jippd. 1
Over the loose boards is heard the rat- e

tie of cart wheels and then an avalanche c
of waste descends to scows. From five r
o'clock in the morning until nightfall, with c

orly a bijief interval for feeding, the pickersand trimmers carry on their work, t
They are Italians, and their ages vary t
from sixteen to sixty. t
Each of the trimmers carries a fork, and t

near him is placed a rusty iron pail. While t
he makes judicious selections, the trimmer c
turns over the mass and distributes the in- %
spected material compactly upon the scow.
The employes keep pace with the activities '

of the cart men on the upper runway. a
All manner of articles go into the paili. \

;Clothing, rags, tinware, old spoons, bot-is
t'ils paper, a;id tjicy Lf tqvp 1
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t is not expected that he shall consul
?lth his associates as to the methods hi
hall employ, and, indeed, he would be ai

gregious ass if he did. .He buys, he seH«
.e borrows stock, he lends stock, in enor
lous quantities for the account of th<
iool; he does as he pleases; if the mem
ers of the pool profit, well and good; i
hey lose, well and good; but each mus

:eep his original agreement with the poo
i any event.

fir. Keene's Pools.
I have referred to the iniquities of a poo
lembership because Mr. Keene has mos
irgely operated through pools and has bj
leans of them made the great bulk of hii
everal large fortunes, and has also bj
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re transferred to the space beneath th
ump, where the process of classification
5 carried to perfection.
There are some things which the picker
re permitted to retain for their own com
ort. Why should men go to a furnitur
tore when such excellent iron bedstead
re to be had for the picking:? Upon th
o called light material scows the deni
ens of the dump depend for their furni
ure. There is always a good assortmen
f quilts and blankets and linen whlcl
nswer their purposes.
Many a carpet which was woven ii
he looms of Axminster finds its way a
ist to furnish forth the home of th
ump dwellers. A chiffonier which showei
trace of the skill of a Chippendale, torn
ruised and mangled, is propped against ;
usty wire mattress.
Bits of bright hued cloths flutter fron
he beams coated with dust, for even ii
uch surroundings is revealed the Italiai
Dve of primary colons. Life is not with
ut its comforts, even'Tinder the plankinj
rhere the ash carts roll.

How Phil May
(.CONTINUED PROM PAGE TWO.)

houlders," explained the artist in tellinj
f the incident, "but the lower pari o
ds body and his legs were a bit off, so
nade F., the pugilist, sit for the body an<
sgs. And from that the pugilist got re
Igion.ran away with a girl out of a con
ent and married her!" Nor did he al
rays find it necessary to go to the Eas
2nd for his coster girls and gutter snipe;
,nd other types of London life. He couh
btain them any day at Hammersmiti
na otner localities, m no way antermj
rom their brethren and sisters of White
:hapel, or he could discover his 'Arriet
.nd his 'Arries in trains and omnibuses
n his later and more affluent days h
imployed a man for the special purport
if luring models to his studio. Thes
nodels often cost him several pounds
lay.
They would not always pose satisfac
orily. Once in his studio the girls woul<
>ecome ridiculously shy, giggling all th
ime he was at work. In the same wa;
he male models were likely to drop a]
heir assurance on the doorstep and be
same lifeless and vacuous when the;
>osed.
"The other day," the artist told a frienc

'I got two new girls, to whom sitting wa
i strange and fearful experience. A
lsual. they giggled the whole time I wa
sketching: them, but I orly kept them a

)'a;:(j then ftvltj) 'fi'-'
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THE MASTER HAND OP BLIND

t the same means lost a few of them. I am
3 of the opinion, however, that the opera- i

i tions of a pool are but very little worse s

t than those of the stock broker in the ordi- £
nary course of his business. £

5 One of the most amusing incidents of <
our strenuous life in New York during re- <

f cent months was the arrest, conviction <

t and imprisonment of a certain writer of <

1 policy; amusing because of the spasms ofjt
virtue exhibited by the Bar, press, com- i

merce and pulpit in the condemnation of .=

"Al" Adams, while the greatest gambling i

lj house in the world, the New York Stock ;
t1 Exchange, was in full blast six days of
/ every week and its brokers "'dealing the i
3 cards" from the "top, botturr and side"
r in full view of the guileless players.

Love Homes

AHD H0I1E, OF CITY DUMP DWE

e Ranged along the side of a partition in i
ti the rag department are the trunks of the c
colony of Clinton street one block into the

s East River. Every important member of
the colony has his belongings, and he <

e: guards them under lock and key. Ihe f
S; chests are covered with dust, for even if
p they were daily cleaned it would be im-

possible to keep them free from the filth (
which filters down through the cracks in

t the floor. Everywhere are the evidences
of the fact that what appear to be places
for the assorting of variegated refuse are

! the abodes of men. <

t Sleeping accommodations are provided
e by the numerous beds and mattresses sus3pended hammock fashion from the roof.
There they hang, accumulating finely comjminuted dirt by day and at night they are

lowered by tarred and creaky ropes to the
, piles of rags which litter the fioor.
i Tucked among the counterpanes and
i1 sheets I saw loaves of the coarse. bread
sold on the east side, unprotected from the

5 attacks of the smaller inhabitants of the
place. They constituted the luncheon of

IVon His Hard
shillings apiece. The news .of this evidentlygot about, and the next morning a

i fearfully groggy old woman knocked at

J my door with the inquiry, "Do you want
,any morals?"

As he was always looking out for
"types," so he was always on the qui vivo
for jokes. Everything was grist that came

t; to liis mill, vvnen ftis recuna imagination
ran temporarily dry, when accident failed

j to supply the needed hint, he was glad to

1j fill back upon the suggestions of friends
, or correspondents. He made a practice of
* jotting down upon 'his cuffs anything that
g he overheard or was told. "As almost

every one thinks he has something more or

Q1 less funny to tell me as soon as we meet,
e you may imagine," said he, "the state of
g my cuffs after a day's outing. The cuffs are

a carefully copied out by my wife before
^ithey are sent to the laundry." Some ot:

the jokes thus offered to him, however,
proved more perplexing ithan useful. For

3 instance, a Frenchman once ran up to him
e crying excitedly:.
y "Here is a joke for you, Mr. Phil May.
11 It will do splendidly well for your paper:.;
Why was a mice when he was weaving a

y spider's web? You do not know, eh? You
give me up? I will tell you. Because the

1,, more you lick him the faster!"
sj Not wishing to wound the Frenchman's
s: feelings. Phil May jotted the joke down
s upon his cuff, and afterward gravely as-i
n scrtc'3 that he had spc;;t many day::; rind
e frying o -.ftSrUVci raysU!>.

POOLS.

It is a fact that Adams did, once in a

;vhile, give his customers a profit'. Will
wme kind gentleman please point out one

angle lamb that ever went into Wall street
md escaped unshorn? Not merely cheatid,but robbed. And robbed in a thousand
lifferent ways. The lamb never buys ex:eptat the highest eighth; he never sells
?xcept a.t the lowest quotation between
:he order for sale and the time he gets
lotice of sale. He is never permitted to
sell except when the market is a buy; he
s urged to buy when the market is conspicuouslya sale; he is cajoled, lied to,
ihreatened, ridiculed, pushed for fur-ther
nargins, badgered in every conceivable
vay to close out just when he should not.
it is said that James Fisk and his partners

Dug An the

,. \

ILLEPvS.

:he workers during the day, supplemented
JC?asionally by a little cheese or bologna.
Back of the rag department In the region

iedicated to junk is the kitchen of the
Jlinton dump hotel. A large tin boiler,
soot covered, hajjgs against a partition,
and ranged around it are pots and kettles
and pans. Concealed beneath the mass of
)ld iron i.s a stove, which is stowed in that
fashion because no fires are permitted beneaththe dumps according to the official
regulations. Stove and pots and pans and
kettle are all. contributions from the ash
:-arts, slightly disfigured yet fully capable
ot being used for the simple wants of the
colony.
Out on the vegetable scow, for that is

surely a euphonious title, a tall laborer
was carefully choosing the salads for dinner.

QUEER KIND OF KITCHEN.

Surely that is a model kitchen where not
3nly the utensils but the things which are
cooked in them are gathered at its doors.
Only a part of the activities of the colonistsare carried forward on the scows, for

Fight for Fame
Shortly after the "Dottyvllle" sketch

appeared in Punch.a sketch illustrating
the oddities, of the insane.Phil May receiveda letter from a lunatic complainingvery sertotisly of the manner in which
thfe artist had portrayed his "dotty"
types.
"I am a lunatic," wrote this candid gentleman,"but I don't look like an idiot.

Your lunatic does. I look far less like a
lunatic than you do, and lunatics, as a

class, don't look any more like idiots than
I do."
It was signed with the joke, "Come Inside."The anecdotist who' tells this story

adds:."In the light -of this criticism Mr.
May looked at his lunatic, and the next
time he visits Dottyville he will not representany of its inhabitants as lunatics."
When it was announced that May was

going to play Pistol in his friend William
Mollison's revival of "Henry V.," he receivedmany letters from broken down
actors. Here is a specimen:.
"I hear you are going on the stage. J

have been an actor for thirty-five years
and I shall be delighted to place my experienceat your service. If you will lend
me £20 I shall be eternally indebted to
you."
The letter served a turn little anticipated

by the writer, for it furnished Mr. May
with the material for a characteristic
sketch that -appeared in his Summer Annualfor IS'-**"..

GrUST 9, 1903.

HIT i \CCE>

s.

is made."
And the motion was carried, an evenl

that probably never had its like before an^ 1
perhaps never will again.

I never became Mr. Keene's henchmak i

in any sense, but he knew that my know*
edgeof intrinsic values was very exao t

and that my information along this lin e
could be absolutely relied upon. He fri iquentlysought from me the original va Iuefeof railway securities, the bonded deb ts
of various kinds, statistical information of
all sorts; he enjoyed the dissection oir ri ilwayreports and the reports of the govei nmentwhich might have an influence up on
stock values. This special kind of nacquaintancegave me an opportunity to go
in with him on almost any deal where a

syndicate was formed for operation, and
I will here state that my association -with
Mr. Keene showed, in the average, a- 'very
large credit, although some of my vet>
tures showed heavy losses.

Fleeing from Losses.
And speaking of losses :^-«Keen® knew

how to run from losses. He tarried not
upon the manner of his going when he .«
found things coming too hot for him, but
when he did have to stand fire he never
whined; indeed, it always seemed to me

City's^Filth

s
> " i
f-
Inhabitants Thrive Under

Conditions That Would
Kili Ordinary Men.

beneath the runways the process of assortingthe salvage of the city requires
their attention to such an extent that
many of them seldom leave the pier. The
bottles are classified, the paper is made up
into bales in a primitive pressing contriv-
ance and old iron and brass and spoons
raid crockery are assorted with painstak-
r*sr care. <

Nigh't comes at last, for when the light
fades the work of classification is actual- i
Iv done. The men are' required to keep at <

their tasks as long as there is any sun- <

light. (

With sunset comes the preparation of
the evening meal. On a layer of bricks a 1
Are is often built for the accommodation of C
the macaroni kettle, and then, when the t
evening meal has begun to simmer and 1
savory odors mirfgle with the unsavory, 1

the toilers sing. Grouped around th'e fire, i

their bodies* bending backward and for- !

ward, they drone out an almost aboriginal
chant, something half chant, half sav- 1

age song.
The grimed and seamy faces of the sing- s

ers, on which glows the red fire, the mo- J

notonous swing of the arms, make a pic- ^
ture which one wh'o has seen it is not like- '

ly to forget. The boys of the party are

sent to the nearest saloon for a can of I
beer. Often a small keg is purchased for 1
the use of the colony, and sometimes the t

commissary department is despatched with <

a milk can rescued from the flotsam of the
city. £

While the drink lasts there is a merry f
time beneath th'e runway. Pipes are light- 1
ed and, reclining among the rags of their
OWn garnering, me uuiUiiists aiiiuxve aim

drink and sing refrains which they first ^
heard in a land of sunshine and flowers. j

THEIR SLUMBER IS SOUND. i

"VWien there Is no more to eat and drink j
the children of the dumps gro to their rest (
on filthy rags and slumber soundly in the ,
vitiated atmosphere. The wall of refuse s
piled on the dumps usually shuts off th-» t
ingress of the air, as the scows are not i
towed away until the early hours of the c

morning.
This is the life which the trimmers and t

pickers live day In and day out, defying <

disease, disregarding the laws of health. c

"It is surprising," said Mr. Shanton. c

"how much these fellows can stand. They '

live under conditions which would kill J
most men, yet they seem to thrive. Their
presence under the dumps Is a source of ,
constant danger. The dust which sifts ,
through from' the top of the runway is (
laden with all kinds of disease germs. It
collects in the bedding which the men have (
under the floor and it falls upon their c
clothing. If it doesn't kill them off It will i
surely be the means of spreading con- s

tagion. 1
"As far as the attacks of insects are >

concerned, these men are absolutely im- 1
previous. The d^st which is constantly 1
falling upon them makes their skins like 1
armor plate. The work which they do,
for at times when there is a rush of carts '

to the dumps they have to step around 1

in a lively manner,-] seems to prevent 1

them from dying from the disease which
must always be lying in wait for them.
Representatives of the contractor said '

that only five Italians were permitted to .

sleep beneath each dump, so that they
might act as guards. The accommoda- c
tions, however, showed that a far larger f
.number actually made their homes be- r

neat!} the runways.

JTUALE5 H
How the Knowledge o

Causes Loss of
Nati

EXIGENCIES OF THE
used |o divide up their customers' mode; r I'!
the day it was deposited in their hands. ]
I am not reflecting upon stock brokern;

from the standpoint of personal grievance,
for I was one of 'em; I'm "squealing," so s
to speak. Nor am I attacking the character
of Mr. Keene; that gentleman is not a m

1 »-*< *> ovnAnt thft ri»TVll>- IIsainl; ©veil 110 wuuiu .>,

tation of an immaculate; but this I can
say:.In all my acquaintance with the man
I never knew him to tr-eat dishonorably or )

dishonestly the members of any pool that 1

he may have managed. I certainly had no
reason to complain of the manner in which fj
he conducted this first pool to which I
have alluded. That pool lasted twenty- jthree days, and when the deal was closed f1
we assembled to declare a division of prof- -

its. The gains of the pool were so enor-<

mously large that Joe Offenbach (then thti
partner of the mammoth and kindly heart-i
ed old Steve Marx.now gone to join the)
majority) rose from the table round which
we were seated and said:.
"Gentlemen, for the masterly manner In j'

which Mr. Keene has managed bhis pool
1 move that we make him a special present ''

of 550,000 before any division of the profits

; i
is youth;
f Blind Pool Working;
Faith In Human
ire.

WALL STREET LI At',
he was as Indifferent to money losses ?
he was to money gains, and that the j<
of winning or the distress of losing, la
for him, in the success or failure of the
struggle itself
But while he knew philosophically he

to take his losses, Mt. Keene was never a

ijool gambler. He is physically too ne
vous for that. It is his habit to wa
constantly when eiigaged in any transactionof moment. It may be due to th.*
irery habit that the man has not succumb
bo "the stupendous pressure which he ir.-.posesupon both his mind and body. Eve
particle of his brain is in operation wbt-
he is In the market. Every rumor c

the street IS listened to and duly weighe :.
every word of gossip that appears in t'r
several vviiu srreei papers or Duneuns

given the credit it deserves. And ail tir
while he watches the tape. To the th'. t

white, narrow paper his eyes are glued.
Mr. Keene's powers of recuperation ,« \

or were until recently, truly marvellou
One day, in 1890, he went home at the cloofbusiness with only a monstrous pile '

debts that he could call his. own. I-Ie h;
the appearance of a broken man. K

shoulderswere bent, his lace was ashen
his nether lip trembled, he muttered t
himself, he shuffled his feet as he walkr
from his office. It was pitiable and I ff i

truly sorry. The next morning at tl
opening of the Exchange he was as fres H
as a rose. The deep lines were "^o;
from his face; vhis step was buoyant; li
eye was clear.
Was it only two, or was it three, yeavafterward(I forget) that Mr. Keene sai<i

to me on a Friday afternoon, just bet'o:; H
three o'clock:.
"What do you think of Sugar?"
"Going much lower," I answered.
"Are you short of It?" H
"Yes, a few hundred shai-es."
He looked at the tap?, then pus'ae

toward me a paper pad and a pen. Sai. H
he:.
"Send an order to your broker to buy it

in."
I tried to catch some intimation of th

situation from the exprerision of his face.
but it was impurturljable. Nevertheless, 1
lost no time in sending ;m order to cove
my shorts, as well as to instruct anothe
broker to xiut me long of five hundred
shares (a fairlv bir h?innS r>f sn^- ^

time, for a hundred slvares of it, we used
to say, were equal to a thousand St. Pan It
As I said, ray conversation with Mr.

Keene took place on a Friday afternoon.
ind at the close of business I went down
to my place at Spring; Lake to spend Satiirdayand Sunday. Saturday evening .1 H
th-ove up to the Branch and stopped at thf
West End to get the Wall street news 61
the day. One of the elder Wormaers was
there, and we sat o<n the hotel piazza to- H
jether, talking shop. We were soon joined
:>y a score of other brokers, a number of H
r/hom have gone to their long homes som; H
y-ears since, others of whom are flat broke,
mother of whom is a paretic, still another
n an asylum, and one in a worse place.
f a prison be worse than an asylum. Oth)rsof that company are tottering with ag" H
ind a few there are who are still in the
ing.
It was an unsuspecting crowd.a very inlocentcrowd, so far as Sugar was concerned.I wished a score of times r.hat

\lr. Keene could have been present to has r
:heir conversation. We talked only of th-narket,and the market was apparently
mly Sugar common. Every man Jack ul
he crowd was a bear on Sugar. The pre- H
ailing idea of that stock's immediate fuurewas that it would go into the hands of

i receiver. At about ten o'clock a lot of us
strolled over to "Phil" Daly's club house.
ind here were other Wall street men, and
jere also were bears on Sugar. "It'll go to
SO;" "It's a swindle, anyway.
;hat stock, and the officers of the companyought to be jailed!" "The whole
hing's rotten," &c. These were the renarksto be heard on every side.
We played faro, roulette, red and black
md Daly later opened a game of baccara
for us, each of us becoming as excited over
the wager of a few hundred dollars as we

became every day over thousands in the
street. That was Saturday evening, and
the blessed Sabbath following was a cool.
juiet, holy day that was so full of restful
peace as to have certainfly been intended
("or others than conscienceless brokers and
speculators.

Caught in Sugar Trap.
There was the usual nJuimber in the Sugar

crowd on the floor of the Exchange or
Monday morning, and before the gorh IH
sounded there was the usual cracking Of
jokes and horse play. Sugar had steadilyfallen from 162 (I think) to 87, At
which latter price the market had closed
an the preceding Saturday at noon. The H
first offers of the stock on this MortJaymorning were at 87'^, and, to the bewildermentof the mob, every offer wva.<
nstantly accepted; than there was an offer
5f 87% for 500; "sold!" screamed a chi;
in the outside edge of the mob. "Eighty:ightfor 500 more," bawled a hoarse voice.
The crowd began to surge forward and
backward. Something was doing. Now
Charles Oelrlchs, who stood in the c4iv-
Ire of the excited mass, yelled, "89 for <i

Lhousand!" and a shrill voice from sorrje- fl
where shrieked back, "sold!" "Eighty- 1
line for another thousand!" cried 0emoh£ 1
jut this time there was no resp J
'Ninety for a thousand!" trumpeted Gel- J
ichs; "I'll make it 91, 92. 93, 94, 95, 96, 97.' M
Here there came out a few thousajlc
;hares. "Ninety-eight for another thousand!"shouted Oelrlchs again, and thi^
vas followed by Liouia Schepp, offering 99.
^iiborn Cat that time one of the broker?
or the inside Sugar men) increasing I',i*
>rice to par. The hubbub was teiTifying
:o even those who ha*l seen the greatest
jiuos gi excitement on tne iiixcnange. Tn?
?ntire> room had been caught in a' trap, jrhey could not escape. No one could bu\ I
iny stock at any price. There was wailinp H
ind gnashing of teeth, and the cursing wanall languages.
The price still soared. Mr. Keene'f J

jrokers ran the price up to 101, 102, lo;.
04, a point at a crack. I know that there A
Tiust be something of interest in Mi.
Keene's office by this time, and I hurri^'i
.here.
Interesting, Indeed. The office of Mr.

Keene and the steps leading to it v.-c;^
irowded with white and haggard facfeii
Tien; there were Wall street veterans ami
ilso many of the younger contingent
here;' but all were present for the safflf
purpose.private settlement. Our Satin J
lay evening friend at Long Branch, Mi
^Vormser, Was there; so were Harry <"'or.- 1
[ent; also young Wasserman, A If. De Col
lova, A. A. Housman. Phil. Goodhart, ;:rii1 1
)ne of the Seligman boys; there, too, wi?

*

)ld man Wheeler (poor old chap: lit
nade a big fortune in 1894 and 1:105, th«;i
vent broke in 1896, and died a year or
:wo later). There were many, mart
Khers on the same errand, men whoflamesare now unfamiliar because th^y
i:ade their final settlement With thi
sternal powers long ago.
Mr. Keene was seated in a revolving

ihair at his rinslr T'Viat Via u-"

>ver his victory was evident, and ft would
lave reqi^ired but little imagination to
see in his hands a thonged whip and to
lave heard its swish on the backs of hiictims.Had any one taken him to task
'or a feeling of vindictiveness he won!i! J
lave probably been surprised, and dou'ot- J
ess would have replied:. m
"What? Vindictiveness? Wei!, what Of

t? Haven't these very same men mulcted
ne a score of times? Haven't I lost millonsto them? What was It that the
hosen one of God, Moses, taught? Was
t not an eye for an eye and a tooth for
i tooth?" V
And he might have also added, with considerablejustice:.
"These men are whining like whipped 1

:urs, the most of theon. I never cried ove: \
settlements. I took my medicine at th
navket prices of the exchange, no mati-r
vb.it they were held ^t."

a U


